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THE u/E^THER-
Official weather f~^^T for to-day indicate

that It will be cloudy in the morni g,^sib" light snow: clearing* afternoon.

The turn in the g<5Men tide has come

just in time.

The reorganized Tammany wiL, it is

said, bring e*-Mayor Gllroy to the sur-

face again.
Canada is so busy preparing for gen¬

eral elections that she has forgotten
her rage for fortifying.

England's flying squadron will hang
about the Suez Canal t* the preseut.
That is the danger point.

Mr. Piatt is"taking along think over

a petition in favor of "Sunday beer

which has been sent him.

Our sister city is beginning to feel
the pressure of an excise persecution.
Now it will be our turn to smile satir¬

ically.

Prince Henry of Battenberg had
"swamp fever" as soon as he got to
the front in Ashanti land. We told
you so.

The Kaiser will have to captivate the
British Parliament before he can have
any serious hopes of getting the British
crown.

The promoters of Secretary Olney s

boom are now trying to prove that he
is the inventor of the Administration s

"Venezuelan policy.

Perhaps Professor Roentgen can
make photographs of the mind one of
these days. Of course no political boss
would give him a sitting.

It becomes daily clearer that It was

Mr. Joseph Chamberlain's plan for driv¬
ing German trade out of the British
Empire which provoked the late Teu¬
tonic outburst.

It will be rather hard on Albert Ed¬
ward if he has to attend the festival
in Germany in celebration of the twen¬
ty-fifth anniversary of the foundation
of the Empire presently.

PERMANENT ARBITRATION.
"When the aged "Von Moltke said that

war s "a divinely appointed institu-
ifev.- it. Further¬

more, ne probauly fancied that in
bringing war down to the exact pro¬
portions of a scientific process, thus re¬

ducing its duration in all cases, and
checking the flood of its woes, he was

a benefactor. He regarded It as the
supreme effort of an entire people to
enforce its will when such action be¬
came necessary to the maintenance of
its national policy and honor. Hered¬
itary hatreds, antipathies which had
blossomed regularly for ages, and pride
founded on past contests, to his think¬
ing, made any other method of settling
disputes than war impracticable and
dangerous. The sword does not lie,
but diplomacy does. A demonstration
pf physical force sweeps away the sub¬
tlest arguments. Blood and iron talk
louder than lawyers and financiers.

' This was the reasoning of the old Prus¬
sian field-marshal, who could be silent
in seven languages, and terrible be¬
yond comparison when he made artil¬
lery speak.
But Moltke was almost the last ex¬

ponent of the old epoch. We live in a

new day, to which he had hardly be¬
come accustomed.the day of interna¬
tional travel, communion, and inter¬
change of thought. It is true that
Moltke utilized railroad and telegraph
as they had never before been used
for purposes of war. But meantime
both electricity and steam were doing
a great office in binding nations to¬
gether, teaching them about each other,
and enlightening them as to their re¬

spective policies. So that gradually,
and as a kind of protest against the
marvellous skill which humanity had
attained in the art of war, there has
grown up, since Moltke passed away,
a feeling In favor of arbitration.an
aspiration toward peaceful settlements
of all questions between nations.a re¬
volt against the colossal waste of treas¬
ure, time and life in' the assemblage of
permanent armies. As yet it is but an

aspiration; but no nation, no individual
is ashamed of it. That is already a

great gain.when we reflect how pow¬
erful the instinct of war has been in
the human race for thousands of years.
Every nation bowed down by the
weight of iron and steel yearns toward
arbitration. Yet at the same time
every nation distrusts it. The London
Times only the other day expressed its
doubts as to the working of a perma¬
nent arbitration tribunal between Eng¬
land and America. There would be the
peril of "politics." There would be the
danger that after two or t' -ee settle¬
ments by arbitration the contracting
nations would relapse into settlement
of their difficulties by war, and that
their last state would be worse than
the first. There would be the chance
that warlike nations might compel
them by their attitude to relinquish
the^ devotion to jj^e&ce. No nation has

yet ^een found willing to agree to ar¬

bitrate everything. The temple of Mars
cannot be demolished. "There are some

questions of honor," says each national
leader, "upon which a nation is always
bound to fight."
And yet, the feeling that "war Is an

anachronism," as the editor of the
"Century" felicitously puts it, grows
and swells and spreads wherever civi¬
lized man has founded a home. Victor
Hugo used to sigh for the "United
States of the world." "Some day it
will come," said the old prophet-poet.
If the United States of North America
can do anything to promote it, by such
movements as that which the Century
Magazine is to propose in favor of the
establishment of a high class continu¬
ous Board of International Arbitration
.well and good. Encourage the aspi¬
ration to the uttermost; work toward
its realization with the patience of the
scientist. Wars will come meantime,
for the instinct of the race can be cor¬

rected and subdued but slowly. As
trade quarrels underlie most wars, the
successful arbitration of difficult ques¬
tions of trade is the end to be attained
first. Suppress the causes of war.

Then you may close war's temple.
New York should develop that pre¬

liminary guarantee fund of $50,000 for
Clara Barton's work in Armenia into
$500,000. Every cent of that sum will
be wanted.

DIED OF TOO MUCH MONEY.
The life and death of Max Lebaudy,

"the Little Sugar Bowl" of Paris, fur¬
nish a better story of the curse of hav¬
ing too much money than any writer
of fiction ever invented. Had Lebaudy
been a poor man he would doubtless
be alive and well to-day. The fact that
he was a rich man prevented the
French Minister of War from doing
him ordinary justice, that functionary
not having the courage to meet the
charge he knew would be made against
his department in case Lebaudy had
|been discharged from service as phys¬
ically incapable of doing military duty,
that bribery was at the bottom of it.
In consequence, and although the ex¬

amining board of physicians unani¬
mously agreed that Lebaudy was suf¬

fering from incipient tuberculosis, the
millionaire conscript was sent to a mil¬
itary hospital to die.
Since Lebaudy's death the fact has

transpired that he had been the victim
of systematic blackmail on the part
of his titled and aristocratic friends,
journalists and women of the town,
since long before he reached his ma¬

jority. These blackmail revelations
are the sensation of the hour In Paris.
On Thursday one Paris banker, M.
Balensi, a warrant, for whose arrest

a »n a charge of extort¬

ing money from Lebaudy, absconded,
leaving liabilities amounting to 6,000,000
francs, 2,000,000 francs of which were

due to Lebaudy's estate; Saturday
night another banker, M. Meyer, who
was involved In the scandal, committed
suicide; and earlier in the week a third,
Count Cesti, was arrested on the charge
of having obtained 1,000,000 francs from
Lebaudy by fraud. Two blackmailing
journalists were also arrested during
the week.Rosenthal, of the Figaro,
and the Vicomte Elric de Civry, editor
of l'Echo de l'Armee.who were prey¬
ing upon the poor little millionaire
when he lay on his deathbed.
The one gleam of anything unsordld

in the story of Lebaudy's life lies in
the devotion of his "belle amle," Mile.
Marsy, who resigned her position in
the Comedie Francaise to nurse him
in the hospital, and who now refuses
to accept the fortune he left her. It is
barely possible, however, that Mile.
Marsy may be induced to reconsider;
and there will doubtless be people low
enough to believe that if Lebaudy had
not had a fortune to leave she would
not have resigned her position to come

to his bedside.

The two greatest statesmen of the
world, as contemporary opinion goes,
have arrived at an age when the grass¬
hopper is a burden. Bismarck, at the
age of nearly eighty-one, is obliged to
refuse Emperor William's invitation to
be present at the festivities marking
the twenty-fifth anniversary of the
proclamation of the German Empire,
next Saturday, on the ground that ex-

posure would be detrimental to hisi
health; and Gladstone, who is six years
older, is compelled to confine himself
absolutely to his home life, and has
not ventured to appear at any public
function for more than a year.

NO REGULATION NEEDED.
The Legislature is not likely to pass

a law this year regulating the height
of buildings in this city. It is as yet
an open question whether a munici¬
pality has a constitutional right to ex¬

act monotonous regularity from every
architect who constructs an edifice for
business purposes within city limits.
The sky-scrapers erected in lower New
York during the past ten years present
a very imposing appearance, and have
transformed business conditions wher¬
ever they have been erected. To give
them up now and come down to the
prosaic level of sixty or seventy feet
would be a revolution backward which
New Yorkers would not like.
The configuration of the island

prompted the high buildings, and they
have now become necessities. Light,
air, space, sunshine, all the recessities
of a good office are more easily ob¬
tained for everybody in them han in
structures of the old type. The sup-
porters of the Chamber of Commerce

bill against the tall steel-framed struc
tures will find that they have a for
midable opposition before them.

Brooklyn continues to manifest
against Consolidation without resub¬
mission. She is no more pleased with
the prospect of those "commissions"
than New York seems to be.

ENGLAND'S PERIL.
If the latest dispatches from St. Pe¬

tersburg may be fully credited, the
young Czar of Russia takes sides firm¬
ly with W ilhelm of Germany in the
movement against England, and gives
ample assurance that his French ally
with follow him.
This leaves England in a situation

full of peril, if she withdraws her
claims in South Africa, she suffers a

woful loss of prestige. If she disdains
the warning given her by Germany,
she will find a combination which is
hard to beat aroused against her. The
practical isolation which has been so

often threatened by her enemies, and
prophesied by her own sharp observers,
is at hand. The fleets of France and
Russia, added to those of the Triple
Alliance, would form an "ensemble"
which not even boastful Britannia
could pretend to disdain. They are

strong enough to expel her from the
Mediterranean, after a time, and to

keep her out of It.
If England is unfortunate enough to

bring about a European war, she
stands a very good chance of losing
Egypt, and finding her way to India
through the Suez Canal seriously im¬
peded. The future is big with ugly
possibilities for her the moment her
hold on Egypt is slackened. The un¬

lucky foray of Jameson in the country
of the Boers has started a train of con¬

sequences extending half way round
the world. England's only safety, if
-she declines to be checked, will lie in
decisive and brilliant naval victories
over fleets as well manned and armed
as her own.

Congressman McEwan thinks tax re¬
form Is a pressing need in New Jersey.
Our reformers have been "reforming"
our taxes over here in great shape.
FREE LECTURES WITH BEER.
A wide field for the usefulness of the

saloon has been opened by Dominie
Feicke, the Hoboken minister who
doffed the surplice to don a whitt
apron because he concluded that the
members of als congregation contrib¬
uted rooie freely to the saloon keeper's
till than the collection box. Though
now a dispenser of liquids instead of
gospel, Mr. Feicke continues to toil
for the betterment of mankind, and he
has accordingly hit upon the plan of
making the saloon a central point in
the propagation of knowledge. His
.Jchenve V. -glv e a lecture with drinks
and a free lunch, and to inaugurate the
movement he will talk on the "History
of the German Empire."
Here is an innovation In the saloon

that deserves more attention than ex¬

cise bills or high license. It not only
raises the dignity of the saloon, but It
offers a new source of getting knowl¬
edge sandwiched in between steins of
beer, and it provides a fleld for lec¬
turers hitherto uncultivated. No longer
need European authors hesitate about
how to pay their way on an American
tour, for should Dominie Feicke's plan
become as popular as it deserves lec¬
turers from all over the world will be
in demand. Statesmen during the off
season will get jobs at expounding
questions of finances and politics from
a beer keg. Oratorical Aldermen will
be given a chance to air their views on

franchises, and scientists will no longer
be obliged to hire halls to further the
making public of technical information.
And with the elevation of the saloon
to the dignity of a lecture lyceum,
where men can become saturated with
beer and knowledge at the same time,
the concert hall, with its girls wearing
short skirts and songs older than the
liquors in stock, will depart forever.

Young Mr. Fassett will have to
scratch gravel with much activity if
he gets elected a delegate from his
district to the St. Louis Convention.

Should the British Naval Reserve be
called out for warfare, three-fourths of
the well-known liners plying between
New York and Liverpool might be
withdrawn from the service of com¬
merce to the pursuit of war; and the
"favorite captains," most of whom
hold lieutenants' commissions in the
Reserve, might suddenly find them¬
selves compelled to forego gazing into
the liquid eyes of lady passengers, and
front the big-mouthed guns. 'Tis a

consummatfon not very devoutly
wished.

Some idea of the degree of enthu¬
siasm to which London has been
wrought up on the subject of Jame¬
son's invasion of the Transvaal may
be gathered from the circumstance that
a well-known Englishman came back
from the grave last week to add his
tribute of adulation to the general cho¬
rus. At a production of the heroic play
Cheer, Boys, Cheer," in a London the¬
atre last week, according to the World,
Henry Pettit arose in the audience, at
a patriotic crisis, and called for "three
cheers for Dr. Jim," whereupon the en¬
tire audience burst into enthusiastic
and long-continued applause. Henry
Pettit's mortal remains were laid away
in Kensal Green Cemetery a couple of
years ago, and only an English patriot,
with the dramatic instincts that made
Pettit one of the most popular p'ly-
wrights of his time, would have come
back to life thus to stimulate the war¬
like passions of his countrymer

The Hunting
of the Stag.

It is one of the faults of nature that
never since the days of Diana has any.
thing resembling "The Gaiety Girls" or
"The Black Crook" been found In the
neighborhood of the antlered stag of our

wastes. This has caused great suffering.
Oh, Woman, In our hour of ease.
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please.
But seen too oft.familiar with your face.
He first endure, then pity, then embrace.
The Interest which the young male of oui

species takes In the female of his sort and
kind passeth all understanding. Likewise
does he lust to hunt the mighty stag, afore¬
said, and it has been a source of much
sad sorrow to him that he might not, as

stated in the distribution of things natural,
chase the maiden and the stag in one and
the same day. The pursuit of the one

meant the abandonment of the other.
The Chevy Chase Club, of Washington,

D. C., Is an aggregation which hunts. Its
scope includes foxes, ill-odored herring,
bits of paper, aniseseed and, of late,
stags. This last is a victory.
More than most others, perhaps, the

members of the Chevy Chase hunt realized
the privation incident to an inability to
find "The Black Crook" and the elk in¬
habiting the same jungle. To be perfect,
they felt that a stag hunt should be or¬

ganized with its right resting somehow on
the ballet. The hunters should be able
to step from the stirrup to the box office,
slip from the red coat of the sportsman to
the black of the beau; swing from the
saddle to the private box.and all in one

p. in.

How to turn from the manly dangers of
the stag hunt to the pursuit of the dulcet
but no less perilous soubrette? was the
question which racked the Chevy Chasers,
and which at last they've solved, and
all to their honor and renown. This is how
they do it:
The secret of the whole business is told

in a breath. Own your own stag.
To those who might have been inclined

at this crisis to follow a false lead and
attempt to own their own soubrette, too
many warning signals cannot be given.
Own instead your own stag; it is wisdom.
The stag is timid, retiring, does not like
lne, and talks but little. It has sources

of happiness within itself. It will be patient
while you are away and not bedevil you
with notes.
The soubrette, on the other hand, Is

clearly what good descriptive writers term
a dread alternative. She is bold, savage,
inveterate In war; she Is avaricious, sus¬

picious and tenacious of life, and dia¬
monds and sealskins; she is gifted, and
can say meaner things on shorter notice
than you can; and in the black glory of her
heart she likes to see you suffer. But
why reiterate what is already too weH
known. It all comes to this: Own your
own stag.

That's what the Chevy Chasers do, and
have- done r, lot a twelvemonth at this
writing. They own their stag and they
have a king's sport in hunting him.
The stag's first owner, like young Lochin-

var, had come out of the West.and he
showed "his sense when he did and brought
the antlered monarch with him from the
Rockies. But the stag knew nothing of
the East, and hated its effete ways. There¬
fore, on the very first wash day, when
the hired girl hung out the family wash¬
ing in the back yard, where the stag lived
and had almost grown to feel at home, he
took offence. i

The maiden fled, yelping sharply, while
the incensed stag weeded the clothesline
and tore the lingerie away on his proud
frontlet. He was a stag of ten tines, and
he carried off a shirt or something equally
delicate on every tine.
This aroused the stag's owner's worst

passions, anad he studied how he might do
harm and be avenged on his chattel. It
was the culmination of his plotting which
gave the stag to the Chevy Chasers.
Thus was the great stag hunt of the

club founded and their plans to permit
both the chase of the wild deer and the
wilder danseuse In one afternoon made
possible.
The programme of the Chevy Chasers Is

simple as nature Itself. The stag abides
In a stable, like unto a cow or horse, and
Is fed on beets and turnips, which regale¬
ment has made a profound impression upon
him. Turnips, beets, carrots are a big hit
with the stag, and they have so far al¬
tered the former currents of his life that
now he thinks of them the moment he Is
hungry. And, of course, If afar off, he
incidentally thinks of the stable, where
this nourishment is wont to find htm.
By taking advantage of this beet and

carrot weakness of the stag the Chevy
Chasers conduct their hunt. This is their
process:
For two days before a hunt the stag is

given neither beet nor carrot; he Is starved.
Hunger-bitten, food-frantic, in a mood to
run a thousand miles for the poor boon
f one rutabaga; his deserted stomach howl¬
ing for help, the stag Is haltered to the
tall gate of a wagon, two mules ate ad¬
justed to the other end, and the stag is
dragged away nine or ten reluctant miles
from home.
When they have gone far enough, a fact

determined by the watch of the master of
the Chevy Chase hunt, the mules and the
wagon are brought to a halt. The stag
very hungry, his feeble mind filled with
thoughts of the carrots and the stable
from which he has been ravished, as well
as heat and wrath for that he's been
dragged by a rope, halts of his own sullen
motion.
Then It Is that horns are unslung, dogs

whipped Into line and a general settling
Into saddles occurs. The Chevy Chase
Hunting Club Is on the brink of a hunt.
the excitement will shortly begin.
At a signal from the master huntsman

the rustic In the wagon throws loose the
stag, the dogs howl, the huntsmen blow
mellow notes on their horns, the stag starts
on the dead run for his carrots, and the
hunt has begun.
That is the whole story. The stag gets

home first, rushes anxiously Into the open
stable door and goes to munching carrots
the next Instant. Ten minutes later, with
blare of horn and bay of hound, the pack
and the hunters dash up to the clubhouse,
splashed gallantly with mud and with their
tongues lolling out from feverish thirst.
This last applies to all whom It may con
cern.
Then the dogs go to their kennels and

the hnntsmen to their dinner, and the
whole business Is excessively as it should
be.
Thus It Is that the fertile Chevy Chasers

hunt the stag and still remain within an
easy run and Jump of the "Gaiety Girls"
and the much-needed "Black Crook." It Is
a triumph, and as a scheme fills a long-
felt want ill oir civilization full to over¬
flow.
Perhaps the most excellent feature, and

one which should not be overlooked. Is that
the line of hunt-for It's always the same
as the rustics in other directions have
threatened the Chevy Chasers with buck¬
shot.exactly parallels the electric road
To those who gr>w sensitive and sore over
a saddle, or who are too timid to dare the
mad dangers of the equestrian, the way
stands wide to pursue their antlered prey
on the street cars. Many prefer to do
this.for a nickel places a stag hunt within
the reach of all-and as a result on hunt
occasions, hard on the hocks of the fiylnc
stag may be seen a street car plungin'g in
pursuit, a foaming motorman guidirg. and
the seats and platforms full of hi.'.- ;smen.
It is a great spectacle; a panting success
Is the Chevy Chase hunt, and It doesn't
waste stag*.

Kicker O'Mullin at the
Diplomatic Reception.

"Pursoo yerself right in, Mul," says
Olney, when I chases meself to the "White
House the other day. Oily is breakin'
away from the Pres'dent when I blows in.
"Go in, old stockin'," says Oily holdin' the
door open for me arrival. "Go right in.
The old man 'ud rather get his lamps onto
you than an ace full. I'd chaperone you,
but I must sherry me nibs to keep a date
with Punchfoot about Venzuela."
"Your tip goes wid me, me Back Bay

Bucko," I retorts to Oily, an' in I goes.
"What's the muckers doin' to you?" I

says to the Pres'dent, takln' his out¬
stretched fin with tones full of sympathy.
"Not a thing in the world, Mul," retorts

the Pres'dent, glvin' me the Master
Mason's grip. "Me soul is remote from
gay, but I'm livin' all the same, an' able
to give me foes the merry cachinnatlons.
Youse'll come to me diplomatic recep-
tlon?"
"I will indeed," I says. "What's she

nearest like?"
"Something like the openin' of a new

saloon," says the Pres'dent, after thlnkin' a
few lines. "A mob of marks shows up, and
what youse might call the push, an' after
they takes a shake at me duke they shoves
round through the room, laughin' an' lyin'
an' chewin' the rag about any old thing
at all that comes in their cocos. It's dead
dreary.a reception is.an' you can gamble
a cold bot when I gets to bed after I
wallows through one I don't do a thing but
pound me ear for eight straight hours, I'm
that weedy an' beat."

"I'll be in on the play next time," I
says. "If there's a thing I'm stuck on it's
a crowd, an' folks do say it'3 me natural
element. I was flure manager at Red
Kennedy's wake over in the Bloody Ate
one time, an' me methods was the admlra-1
tlon of the Cast Side. I'll get there with
both me Trilbys," I says.
"Come early, Mul," says the Pres'dent,

"an' don't forget the make-up; claw-ham-
|mer coat an' all that."

"Never fear me," I responds, "I'll have
on me suit; as well as a $lean three-sheet
with a twenty-carat rock blazin' in the
centre, fit to blind yer peeps."
At this Thurber thrun open the door an'

turns in a gum-shoe guy who skates over
to the Pres'dent soft foot as an alley cat.
He's a dead queer looker an' makes a
kind of crunched up front as if some time
he'd been telescoped by a rear-end collision.
"The Turk," says Thurber, as he slams

open the door an' shoves the mucker up
front.
"Stand your hand, Mul," says Cleveland,

as he rises to receive the funny lookin'
party. "It's the Turkish Minister, an' I'll
give him the bounce in a minute an' be
back to talk. So hold yer base."
Of course I'm so dead clost I can hear

these dubs what they says to each other.
"I sees be the dispatches," I hears the

Pres'dent say.an' his voice is ugly."I be¬
holds be the dispatches that your sucker of
a Sultan is still glvin* the Armenians the
razzle-dazzle. They wires over that he's
got so he has slaughter day, like a bloomln'
exhibition or some fake show, an' is adver-
tizln' to butcher Armenians Tuesdays an*
Fridays. I s'pose the infernal Bashl
Bazouk'l! be hangin' out an announcement
for ladies' day before he gets through, an'
advertize to croak a lot of kids. You can
tell him it's me ultimatum that If he don't
come off.set a brake on this killin* Arme¬
nians, I means.I'll send me boats into the
Dardanelles an' the Bed Sea, an' thrun the
boots into him. Punchfoot tells me that
as soon as she can shake the Dutch in this
South African racket, England'll be out to
give your Sultan a swift poke in the face,
too. You better tip It to the geeser to take
a tumble to himself an' let up on these Ar¬
menians, or some- of us '11 step In and confer
on him a welt in the map."
With this the Pres'dent gives the hunched

up Turk the grand springboard an' comes
I back an' onloads himself on the sofy be me
side agin.
"Them foreign dubs, Mul," he says,

"bees the ducks what tires me. They's mak-
in' an aged mark of me before me natural
hour."
"You broke off a scare In that felly," I

says.
"It wont do no more good, Mul," says the

Pres'dent, weary like, "than thrunnln'
water on a drowned rat. That's the worst
part of It. An' these crazy foreigners both¬
ers the life out o' youse about anything.
P'r Instance, the Chinese Minister sends
one of his touts chasin' over to-day an'
wants an apology. Now, what do youse
suppose this pig-tailed stiff wants us to do
the meek an' lowly about, Mul?"

'Can't guess," I says. "Mebby some
sharp's been, sawin* off bad rats onto him."
"Naw," says Cleveland, "that alnt It. He

can pick out a good, wholesome, succulent
rat same as a dago would a banana."
"Then what's the answer?" I says. "It's

a mark too high for me."
"Well, you sees," says thq Pres'dent, "the

gas bills her~ is all made out on pink
paper. These Chinese has their Joint away
out on Fourteenth street. The other day
one of these gas guys thrun a pink gas bill
into the hall. The pig-tallers finds it an*
goes crazv. You know, when a Chink
croaks they notifies his friends on pink
paper, same color as a Wash'nton gas bill.
So when these guys gets onto the merry old
dun in the hall, they thinks death has
copped off some high muck-a-muck.me,
mebby.an' at that they turns in to mourn.
They shuts the door, douses every glim in
the joint, halfmasts the rag on the roof, an'
howls for a day an* night to beat the band.
That's Chink mournln'. After the snckers
had whooped it up for a day an' a night, a

police goes In to catch onto their game. It's
him, who enlightens 'em it's only a gas bill
an' no corpse. Hot? Say, they's the hot¬
test gang of laundrymen who ever wears
pig-tails. Now they demands an apology."
"I'd tell 'em to go soak themselfs, see!"

I says. "These Mott street rounders
wouldn't get none the best of me, not on
your life."
"Oh, they's simply a lot of suds-sloppin',

tub-trundlln' stiffs," says the Pres'dent,
with a disgust onto him an' a yawn, "but
we has to pack 'em In cotton battin' an'
stng the suckers to sleep same as we does
the others. That's diplomacy, Mul; rock
everybody's cradle, warm everybody's milk;
that's what they c^lls diplomacy. I'll tell
Thurber to chase over to these Chinks to-
morry an' give 'em a jolly, an' tell 'em how
sore we's are about that gas bunco; an
how we 'pologizes 'cause they're mournin'
was on a dead card an' no corpse at all;
that oughter square the deal. But, as I re¬

marks the first dash outen the box, the
whole racket makes me tired. I'd rather
play pinockle for the bock than put in
time bein' Pres'dent."
Seein' his Royal Nibs is dead gloomy, an'

realizin' that it's dangerous to console the
great, I marks time for a minute or two
in silence after Cleveland stashes his gab,
an' then I lights out for me lair.

KICKER O'MULLIN.

George Van Style and
theJBlack-Eyed Gitl.

"What have you been doing to George
Van Style?" asked the red-haired girl. "I
never see you together nowadays."
"Nothing at all," sighed the black-eyed

girl. "Haven't had the chance."
"Case of plain quarrel, or a hated rival-

which?"
"M'neither, I guess," replied the black-

eyed girl. "I always did hate the kind of
man who acts as if all feminine creation
was standing in a row, with one eye fixed
on him and the other raised to heaven in
prayer!"
"You are not very clear, my dear, but I

Imagine that you refer to the kind of person
who is always saying just what virtues the
girl he marries must possess.as if he had
only to choose! Is Mr. Van Style that sort of
a man?"
"He Is," returned the black-eyed girl,

"and all the girls humor him, too, because
be is not only delightfully rich, but be¬
cause he is as entertaining as if he were

poor and had to be. Oh, dear! There is no

chance that he will ever be punished for
his self-conceit, either!"
"Unless he waits until he is as hairless

as a Mexican dog and then tries to marry
a very young girl with money of her own,
returned the red-haired girl.
"M'hm.I hadn't thought of that; still, it

would be & long time to wait for my re¬

venge."
"Yes; but what has he done?"
"Oh! I forgot. Weil, he kept saying that

before he married a girl he should take care

to see her out of doors on a hopelessly rainy
day. That he considered that the real test
of beauty."
"What a simpleton? Why not look for

a girl who is handsome while she is in the
dentist's chair at once?
"Perhaps he will insist on seeing her

there, too, before he allows the cards to be
sent out.he did not mention that. I can

tell you, though, it made me very careful
how I ventured out of doors on a rainy
day!"
"Of course it did. Look here, I've just

thought that must be the reason why Vera
spent so much money on her mackintosh
and umbrella this Winter, instead of wast¬
ing her substance on tea gowns, as usual.
"Cf course that was the reason; Vera is

not a widow for nothing. Well, George
had actually reached the point where he
did not even get up from the sofa if we

happened to be sitting there when other
visitors came in, papa had asked my opin¬
ion about some repairs he Intended to make
about the house and mamma had ceased to
groan when she had to lengthen Gertrude's
dresses again, when.oh, dear!"
"Never mind, dear, I know a man who

has more money than George Van Style,
and I'll introduce him to you."
"Excuse me, but your generosity makes

me suspicious; what is wrong with hiin?"
"Only that he insists upon driving a white

horse," groaned the red-haired girl, "and
I couldn't really"
"Oh, is that all? Thank you, dear; I was

afraid that he had a grown-up daughter or
a distaste for diamonds. Well, to proceed
with my tragedy, you remember how it
rained last Thursday, don't you? Well, I
just had to go to the dressmaker's, for I
had changed my mind again about my
sleeves. I put on a veil, but you know
they collapse in damp weather, the powder
was a mere memory on my nose before I
had been out two minutes, and the truth
is that I looked like fury, especially as no

curling iron was ever lnvontpd that, would
do any good on such a day."
"I know it. I could really forgive Vera

ail the rest of It if her hair did not curl so
distractlngly on a damp day!"

"I know; she is a menace to every girl
In our set as long as she is a widow. Well,
I was hurrying home from the dress¬
maker's, thinking I was safe, when a
block.yes, actually a block from my own
home.I ran my umbrella right Into a
man's face, and when I apologized I saw,
to my horror, that it was George!"
"Goodness! What did he say?"
"He Just turned his head away with a

slight bow; but I was not going to give
up so easily, and knowing his weak spot,
I said: 'Why, George, I'm glad I've met
you; come on home with me, and I'll cook
you some oysters on the chafing dish.' He
cried out, in a horrified tone: 'Why, Miss
Nora, Is that you? I never should have
recognized you in the world!' "

"And hadn't"
"No; he hadn't; and if I had only held

my tongue Vera wouldn't have all those
lovely roses In her front window now I"

A Pernicious Metunre,
[Syracuse Courier.]

The Raines Excise bill is designed: First, to
Increase the patronage of the State machine;
second, to Increase the revenues and lower the
tax rate; and, third, to decrease the revenues
of the cities of the State. The measure Is
rlciou8 from Its title to the end of the enacting
clause.

Considerate John Hull.
[Chicago Times-Herald.]

John Bull is not altogether so black as he Is
Inted. He has not yet attempted to annex
ipple Creek.

More or Less in
the Public Eye.

Professor Earle, who ranks among the fore¬
most English philologists, has provoked a lively
controversy in London by proposing to abolish
orthography as a -study. He holds that a com¬
pulsory standard of spelling Is mischievous, that
It does not matter how anybody spells, provided
that the meaning of the language employed is
clear and that we should all be spelling as we
please If it were not for the "autocracy of the
press."
The King of Slam has presented to the Univer¬

sity of Boston a set of "Trlpltaka," the sacred
writings of the southern Buddhists, in thirty-
nine volumes. Each presentation page bears
the King's signature and a synopsis of the
contents of the volume In two Indlun dialects,
English French and German. Boston University
was the first institution in this country, it is
said, to establish a chair of the comparative
study of religions.
Senator Blackburn's most valuable helper In

his present fight for re-election is his daughter
Corrine, who is also a beautiful and accom¬
plished girl. She has entire charge of his cor¬
respondence. revises his speeches, arranges Ills
appointments and has full control of his cam¬
paign.
Bismarck evidently agrees with Senator Hill

on the question of woman's influence in poll-
tics, he having ventured this opinion on the
subject a few days ago: "X am not at all fond of
women who meddle with politics. Nothing can
be worse for a stutesman than extra ministerial
Influence of this kind, and nothing more terrible
than closet intrigues which you cannot get rid
of and control."

Professor B. L. Glldersleeve, of the Johns
Hopkins University, has been elected an honor¬
ary member of the Archaeological Society of
Athens Professor Newcomb, of the Astronomi¬
cal Department of the same university, has been
made a Foreign Member of the Keale Accade-
mie del Sclenze at Borne.

German scientists and statesmen are rejoicing
over the high honors conferred upon Major Wlss-
mann. Governor of the German East African
Colonies, by the Sultan of Zanzibar. The latter
recently gave a great festival in honor of the
Governor, and sent his private steamer to con¬
duct him to and from his house. Gifts of great
T4lUe were also made to the Major,

Caught in the
Metropolitan Whirl.

In a recent play designed to Illustrate
some of the melodramatic features of New-
York life, the most Interesting character-.
it was admirably played by Mme. Janau-
scbek, by the
way.was that
of a female
"fence," or re¬

ceiver of stolen
goods. It was

obviously sug¬
gested by the
notorious M o-,
t h e r Mandel-1
baurn, who was
for many years
a power in the \
most exalted
criminal circles of the town, but Mandel'
baum was by no means the only member of
her sex who has made a business of dispos¬
ing of stolen property in New York in re¬
cent years. In fact, there are scores of
women who have found it an easy matte*
to conduct, under the cover of some reputa
ble business, such as a Jewelry or thread
and needle store, or bric-a-brac shop, a
"fence," to which thieves piay bring their
plunder, receiving therefor about one-fifth
of its real value, and disposing of it at a
profit of 100 per cent, in such'a way and
through such channels that Its rightful
owners are not likely to get any trace of
It again. There is a well-known female
"fence" who has for years conducted a
conspicuous place of business on one of the
main thoroughfares of the town, but It
Is not likely that the Burden jewels have
found their way there. They are probably
still In the hands of those who stole them,
and it will not be an easy matter to dis¬
pose of them until public interest in them
cools down. In other and poorer quarters
of the city are depots for the receipt and
distribution of stolen goods of every sort,
from diamonds to umbrellas, and It Is a
noteworthy fact that articles looted from
Fifth avenue one day are frequently of¬
fered for sale in the most open way the
next morning In some dingy East Side
store. My advice to any one who has been
robbed, let us say, of an overcoat or suit
of clothes, would be to take a stroll
through certain streets situated not far
from the Bowery and given over to the
traffic In second-hand wearing apparel. A
friend of mine, who adopted this course a
short time ago, tells me that he had not
gone three blocks before he saw, hanging
on a hook just inside a store kept by a

woman who might have passed as a female
Fagln, his own beloved overcoat, that had
disappeared from his rooms a week before.
Tbere was a scene of terrible lamentations
and maledictions, in which the "fence"
and her brood took part, but my friend
carried his point, with the backing of a

policeman, and departed with the overcoat
over his arm. And at the same moment
no less than forty garments on that block
alone were hurriedly gathered in from the
hooks on which they were suspended over

the sidewalk and hidden away from the
public gaze.

A trusted employe In an uptown resort
has been held under suspicion for some

time, and came near losing his position
on account of the strange antics of a big
Tom cat. For weeks the cash registers,
when counted at the close of the day's
business, showed a deficit ot several dol¬
lars, and no clew could be had to explain
tne mystenOus absence of iti? money. T*1?
proprietor, having great confidence in his
employe, was mystified, and not until a
few nights ago was the matter made clear.
While alone in the place after closing
hours, the proprietor was startled to heau
the click of one of the registers, followed
by repeated clicks, like those of a novice
upon the keys of a piano. Looking up he
found his pet cat playing upon the keys
of the register and apparently enjoying
the performance as much as if he were a
feline Paderewskl.

"This is a paper," said the venerable
Backnumber LInr, "which is worth, 1
think, Its weight In gold. It was pub¬
lished, as you will see by the date line,

in May, 1843,
and it contains
an Interesting
account of the
death of Noah
Webster, the
fllctio riary
man, whlclj
occurred i n
New Haven, a
few days be¬
fore. Over
on this page
here is an ac
count of the

dedication of the Bunker Hill Monument
and a special article (never printed else¬
where) on the third page that gives some
inner facts of the private life of Lord
Wellington, facts which the whole power
pf the English Government, the Crown,
the aristocracy, the House of Lords, the
landed gentry, the Bank of England and
the army and navy would have been used:
to suppress had they known of its appear¬
ance at the time. But th^ fact of the mat¬
ter was that it escaped all of them, and
I hold here In my hand the only copy of
the paper still extant. Do you notice how
old-fashioned the type looks, and what
peculiar paper was used by the publishers
of that date. Nothing like It now, mo

boy; nothing like it!"
Then the Venerable Backnumber Liar,

still fondling the copy of the paper which
he said he prized so highly, remarked
"that Chauncey Depew, Benjamin Harri¬
son, Cornelius Vanderbilt and John D.
Rockefeller, also Clay M. Greene, the au¬

thor of "Chip," Scott Marble, the author of
"The House with the Green Blinds," and
M. B. Curtis have been after it. But I
would not give It up. No, not for worlds."
Then he retired Into an Inner office, the
entrance to which was marked "private,"
and began counting other copies of the
same publication much begiimed by the
dust of the apartment. "I must tell the
printer to hurry up," he said, "the last
batch of those backnumber papers which
I received Saturday went like hot cakes.
He must print me some more."

An Object Neeiled.
[Chicago Inter-Ocean.]

The best object lesson the American peopl#
can give 1> to show the present administration
that they are alert and on deck, and can take
the $100,000,000 bonds without an efrt,

Olney's War Spirit.
[Boston Herald.]

If the Democratic, party desires a candidate
who embodies the war spirit, we do not see why
Mr. Olney is not as natural a candidate for
them to take us any man that could be men¬
tioned.

To Save Armenia.
[Scranton Truth.]

When cannon and bayonet, with fhelr aecom*

panylng arbitraments of force, supfrsede diplo¬
macy and long drawn out sentimental appeals
to the "unspeakable Turk's" honci.*, then, and
not till then, will Armenia's cry tor help be
ceased.


